The mojlhnictttable Trffidic 

Then Madam Hand refolu’d,but hope wi thall. 

The fclfe fame Gods thatarmde the Quecnc of Tray 
Withoportuniticofftiarpe reuenge 
VponthcThrficianTyrantinhis i ent, 

Mayfauour 7Vfl7<?rrftheQuGcne ofGothes, 

( WhenGothcs were Goches, and T'amora was Queenc) 

T o quit Che bloody wrongs vpon her toes. 

Enter the fonnes of AndroutCHS a£*>ne. 

Lucius Sec Lord and Father how wehaucpcrformd 
Our RomairfcrighttS, Alar bus limbs arc lept, 

And intrals feede the facrififi ng fire, 

Whofc fmoke like incenie doth perfumethe skic* 
Remaincch nought butt ? interreour brefhereo, 

And with lowd lammi welcome them to Rome* 

Tuns, Let it be fo, and l it And* emeus 
Make this his latcft farewell to theyr foules* 

Sound trump ets^andlaj the Coffin M the Tombe • 

In peace and honour reft you heere my fonnes, 

Romes readieft Champions, 1 epofc y ou here in reft, 

Secure from worldly, chaunces and miftiaps : 

Here lutks not rea/on, hereno cnuiefvvels, 

Here grow no damned grudgges, here are no ftormes, 
Nonoyfe,but filenceanderernall ft cepe, 

In peace and honour reft you heere my fonnes. 

Enter Lauinia* 

Lauif In peace and honour, liue Lord Ti r#xlong, 

My noble Lord and Father liuein fame : 

Locatthis Tombe my tribunrietcarcs, 

I render for my bretherens obfequics : 

And atthyfeetelkneeJe, with tea res of ioy 
Shed on the earth tor thy returne to 
O bleflc me heere with thy vi&orious hand, 
whofe fortunes Rom*s beft Cittizens applauld* 

Titus* Kind Eypmty that haft thuslouingly referude 

The 


of Tit us Anironicusl 

The cord i all of mine age to glad my hart, 

Uwnia liue, outliuc thy fathers dayes. 

And Fames eternall dare for vertuespraife. 

Marcus. Long liue Lord Titus, my beloued brother. 

Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome. 

Tntts. Thankes gentle Tribune# noble brother Marcus 
Marcus. And w dcome Nephews from fucceffuli wars. 
You that fur uiuc, and you that fteepe in fame : 

FaireLords your fortunes are alikeinaU, 

Thatin your Countries feruice drew your fwords. 

But fafer triumph is this funerall porape. 

That hath afpirde to Solans happmes, 

And triumphs ouer chaunceinhonorsbed, 

Titus Andronicus ,the people of Rome, 

Whofefriendin iuftice thou haft eu er bene, 

Sendthecby me theirTribune and their truft. 

This Palliament of white and fpotlefle hue, 

And name thee in ele&ion for the Empire, 

With thefe our late dcceafedEmperours fonnes: 

Be findidatsts then, and put it on , 

And hclpetofet a head on headlesRome. 

Titus • A better head her glorious body fits, 

Then his, that fliakes for age and feeblcnes : 

What ftiould Id’on this robe and trouble you, 

Be chcfen with proclamations to day, 

To morrow yeeldvp rule, refignemy life. 

And fet abroad new bufinesforyou all. 

Rome 1 haue bene thy Souldier forty yeares, 

And led my Countries ftrength fuccesfully. 

And buried one and twenty valiant fonnes, 

Knighted in Field, flaine manfully in Armcs, 

In right and feruice oftheir noble Countric : 

Giue me a ftaffe of Honourfor mine age. 

But not a feepter to controule the world, 

g Vpright 


